YERMA
between the rose and the rose
one rose of all the wonder.
[TWO GIRLS pass again, shouting. The happy OLD WOMAN
enters.]
OLD WOMAN: Let's see if you'll let us sleep now. But pretty soon
it'll be something else.
[YERMA enters.]
You.
[YERMA is downcast and does not speak.}
Tell me, what did you come here for?
YERMA: I don't know.
OLD WOMAN: Aren't you sure yet? Where's your husband?
[YERMA gives signs of fatigue and acts like a person whose head is
bursting with a fixed idea.]
YERMA: He's there.
OLD WOMAN: What's he doing?
YBRMA: Drinking.
[Pause. Putting her hands to her forehead.]
Ay-y-y!
OL.D WOMAN: Ay-y, ay-y! Less 'ay!* and more spirit. I couldn't tell
you anything before, but now I can.
YERMA: What can you tell me that I don't know already? -
OLD WOMAN: What can no longer be hushed up. What shouts from
all the rooftops. The fault is your husband's. Do you hear? He can
cut off my hands if it isn't. Neither his father, nor his grandfather,
nor his great-grandfather behaved like men of good blood. For
them to have a son heaven and earth had to meet - because they're
nothing but spit. But not your people. You have brothers and
cousins for a hundred miles around. Just see what a curse has fallen
on your loveliness.
YERMA: A curse. A puddle of poison on the wheat heads.
OLD WOMAN: But you have feet to leave your house.
YERMA: To leave?
OLD WOMAN: When I saw you in the pilgrimage, my heart gave
a start. Women come here to know new men. And the saint
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